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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
HANDFUL OF ASHES 

THE CAPTIVE 

Beauty that shakes in lights, 
Beauty that gleams in mists, 

Loveliness of still nights, 

Gold of the stars that twists, 

Ribbon-like, into the sea . . . 

Beauty is calling me. 

Delicate crimson flames, 

Jewels with long histories, 
Mysterious oft-said names, 

Blossoms beneath great trees, 
Melodies deep and low, 
Call me. I can not go. 

Heliotrope, jasmine, rose; 

Lovers, at crumbling gates; 
Silence, when eyelids close; 

Cliffs, where the sea-bird mates: 
Beauty holds these for me 
Whose eyes are too blind to see. 

Beauty, when sunbeams blur, 

Calls me again and again. 
I can not answer her. 

Beauty shall call me in vain, 
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Sadly, from year to year . . . 
Passion has chained me here. 



WAITING 

If you should walk in the park and not find me, 

Or go in the market-place and not see me, 

Would you not search further? 

Does not your heart tell you I am somewhere? 

Go out on the long roads — I may be at the end of one. 

The sea to the ship, 
The river to the little boat, 
The cloud to the swallow — 
One for the other, always. 
And I, for you, forever. 

FUTILITY 

The nights grow long and the days cold — 

I dream of you and love. 

The dead leaf, falling from the tree, 

Is not more sad than memory; 

Nor is the rising wind as bold 

As were your lips on me. . . . 

(What are you thinking of?) 

The streets and trees and people pass 
Like words beneath my pen; 
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